Yet hast thou not more nations seen than she
That before thee one day began to be,
And, thy frail light being quench'd,

shall long, long outlive thee.

Nor holy Janus, in whose sovereign boat
The church and all the monarchies did float;
That swimming college and free hospital
Of all mankind, that cage and vivary
Of fowls and beasts, in whose womb Destiny
Us and our latest nephews did install,
(From thence are all deriv'd that fill this all)
Didst thou in that great stewardship embark
So diverse shapes into that floating park,
As have been mov'd and informed

by this heav'nly spark.

Great Destiny, the commissary of God,
That hast marked out a path and period
For every thing; who, where we offspring took,
Our ways and ends seest at one instant: thou
Knot of all causes; thou whose changeless brow
Ne'er smiles nor frowns, O! vouchsafe thou to look,
And shew my story in thy eternal book,
That (if my prayer be fit) I may understand